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It Was a Cold 
December Morning 


Mow cold was it. you ask? It was so cold 
that the cheese sandwich I had for breakfast 
turned into a CUeese Pfil^iCie! 


I zipped up my winter coat. I wrapped my 
favorite scarf around my neck. It’s cheddar 
yellow. My favorite nephew. Benjamin, gave 
it to me. It always keeps my snout very warm! 
Then I stepped out of my mousi 
hole* into the frozen oir. 

I scampered down the street. 



toward the center of town. I had just taken a 
few steps when it began to snow! Snowllakes 


* I live at 8 Mouseford lane. By the way, 
my name is Stilton, Geronimo Stilton. 
I am the publisher and editor of The 
f Rodent's Gazette, the most famouse 
newspaper on Mouse Island I 


















swirled down from the sky. They landed on 
my whiskers like tiny 
I smiled. It was snowing on Christmas Eve! 
How perfect! As I walked past the shops. I 
began to hum that famouse Christmas carol 
"Silent Mice. " 




All of New Mou.se City 
.seemed to be in the 
(Htriitmai tpint. 
Bright lights 




d down the str« 


A 


efO* 


.-.inch • 


Ilickcrcd in the store windows. Mice scurried 
by, their arms filled with presents. 

I gazed up at the star on top of a Christmas 
tree when suddenly... 

WHAM! I crashed into a mou.se crossing 
the street! He carried an cnormouse red box. 
I le seemed to be in quite a rush. 

SUM' I slipped on the ice. I landed right 
on top of my poor tail. Ouch! 

I stood up, rubbing my tail. A look of 



surprise came across ihc mouse’s face. 
•roitintd Is that you'?” 

I couldn’t believe it. It was my old friend 
from school. Kiidd,y Pawpal. 

"Buddy! What are you doing here'?” I 
asked. 

“Shopping, of course.” Buddy said. “1 want 
to imprMi my friends and relatives, so 
I’m buying all of the gifts. Have 

you seen the new Cheese-o-AiafIc? It 
slices, dices, grates, grinds, chops, mashes, 
smashes — and then it wa.shes itself when it’s 
done! It costs a fOPtUHB, but it’s worth it.” 

“Uh. no. I haven’t heard of it.” I replied. 

“Have you bought your gifts yet'?" Buddy 
asked. “I bet you spent a lot of IDODCy. 
right?” 

“I don’t think how much money you 


spend on a gift is important.” I said. “It’s 
the thought that eounts.” 

Buddy laughed and slapped me on the baek. 
“Oh. Gcronimo. you always were a StfaNg® 
|t^O(JS«!” he said. Then he hurried away, 
ealling out behind him. C|vu6&ncU>.^ 

Wapp^ Tleu) Sea&Ofl’b 
Ucpp% UoUdai^f " 



Buy! Buy! Buy! 


I spent the morning walking in the snow 
and looking at the decorations all around 
New Mouse City. It was lunchtime when I 
got back home. All that walking had made 
me HUNGRY! I chomped on a triple-decker 
cheese sandwich. 

I yawned. All that walking had made me 
tired, too! But it was Christmas Eve. and I 
was expecting a houseful of guests. I decided 




to take a nap so I would be well rested in the 
evening. 

„ Q First I took a warm bath with BlUe 
qP CHCese-SCenteD bubbles. Then I put 
on my soft pajamas deeorated with pepperoni 
pizza slices. Finally. 1 led^lJl^JJj^ . my 
little red fish. 

“Have some crumbs of Christmas pic. 
rriy Cri^nd!” I said. 

I snuggled into my comfy couch. Outside, 
the snow was really coming down. I 
fell ujorm and cez^. I turned on the TV. 






A loud commercial blared out. 

"(Ddowg snows snows osnossw 

SSeQSS BWV WQQ OaWBS" 

I clicked off the TV and turned on the 
radio instead. But it wasn’t any better. A 
horrible jingle filled my ears. 

‘‘Shop! Shop! Shop! 

Shop until you drop! 

If you don't spend your money 

Your friends will look at you funny!” 

I shut off the radio and picked up a 
magazine. But every page had an ad for a 
new product. Wg tetsys Whister Wish! C 
Cbxddiit $cdn rcf\ RATZO/DS. me 
HOTTesT vioeo CAMe OF me reAM! 

I closed the magazine. Then I closed my 
eyes and started to nap. But before I could 



fall asleep, the phone rang. 

“This is Stilton, I 


answered. 

Mr. Stilton. I can tell you are a smart 
mouse." said the squeaky voice on the other 
end. "That is why I know you will take me 
up on this special offer. For just M9.99 
you can own your very own ftNTCftT 


ALftRWir 

“But there aren’t any CfKTS in 
New Mouse City!” I said. 

"But what if there were? 

Then you'd be in big trouble 
without this alarm, wouldn't 
you? So you'd better buy it. 

Mr. Stilton! " 

I couldn’t take it anymore. "k-EAWE ME 
AwLOHEf ” I cried. Then I slammed down 



the receiver. 



I snuggled back intu the couch. Then I 
looked out the window at the falling snow. 
Even that was ruined! 


A plane tlew across the sky. It dragged a 
sign behind it... 



The telephone rang again. 

I grabbed the phone, “sfop 

Mf! I v/A^T To tuy 

kfAvf Hf Akc>c>ooooooo^f!” 

On the other end. a tiny voice squeaked in 
surprise. 

"Uncle Geronimo! Are you all right?" 





I Don’t Want to 
Be Alone! 

It was my nephew Benjamin. 

I eheered up right away. X iovc 
He is the sweete.st little 
mouselet in the whole world. 

"I’m all right. Benjamin.” I answered. “I 
can’t wait to see you tonight for 
Christmas Eve.” 

"But that’s why I’m calling,” 

Benjamin said. “I wanted to wish 
you a /i/'t.i/tHa.i bef 

with Aunt Thca.”(^ 

I could not believe my ears. “Leaving?" I 
asked. "Aren’t you going to spend Christmas 
here with me. like you do every year?" 

I heard my sister’s voice next. 




“Wc arc going on a cruise to a tropical 
island. I am not inviting you because you 



always get See ya. big brother." 

hung up the phone and frowned. 
Ye.s. I do get liut I couldn’t 

believe my sister would leave me on 
And to take Benjamin 
with her. too! It was downright cruel. 

I called my cousin Trap ( 5 ) next to make 
sure he was still coming. He told me he was 
going to San Mou.sci.sco to take a cooking 
class. 

I sighed. “It sounds like fun. Trap.” I said. 
"Have a nice trip.” 

Was I really going to 
be alone on Christmas? 
I called the rest of my 




My grandfather William Shortpaws, 


was packing up his chccsc- 


colorcd camper. He was going on a 
four in Cheddarton 


with his cook. Tina Spicytail ^). 
My dear aunt Sweetfur @ v 


was going 


to a concert in Mouseport. I understood. 
She adores the great olaAiieal composer 
Mou.sart. 

I called every relative I could think of— 
even Uncle Samuel S. Stingysnout ! He 
never says no to a free meal. But even he 
said he was busy! 



I tried not to PANIC. My family ^ 
was away. But I still had my friends, 
didn’t I? 


I did not. I called all of my friends from 
The Rodent ’s Gazette, but they were all busy. 


Pinky Pick (s). my assistant editor, was going 



to a FUZZY FUZZBORN concert. Kreamy 
O’Cheddar my right-hand mouse, was 
going skiing on Slippcryslopcs Glacier. 
Mousella MacMouser Merenguita 

Gingermouse (0). Zeppola Zap i^lasco 
Tabaseo ^3). and Larry Keys were going 
to an art shovy in Mou.sefort lieach. 

You will not believe who I called next. 
I phoned Creepella von Cacklefur the 
spooky rodent who wants to marry- me. But 
she was going to visit her creepy family in 
the YftLLfY Of THf YftIN S. 

So it was true. I was going to spend 



Chrisimas all alone! I was so sad 
<f that I began to ery. Salty tears ^ 
niy whiskers. 

^ “I don't want to be 3l01le!" I 
k wailed. "What kind of Christmas 

will I have without my friends and family?" 
I hugged Hannibal’s fishbowl. 

“You are the only one who loves me, 
Hannibal!” I sobbed. 






It Would Have 
Been Such a Nice 
Christmas. .. 

I looked around my apartm^^^iny 

i paper hearts decorated the tree. The 

table was set with plaee eards. 
Everything looked so bcaatifal! 
But it only made me sadder. My 
friends and family would have 
liked the decorations so much! 
^ But now they would never 
see them. 

I looked at the gifts under 
the tree. I had made them 
with my own paws! 

A paperweight 

for Grandfather 



William. A photo frame for Aunt Swcctfur. 
Qiocolate sweets fur Trap. Sweet-smelling 
sachets for Thca. And for Benjamin, a letter 
that told him how much 1 loved him. 

Thinking of Benjamin made me sad again. 
1 looked at the table where 1 had set up our 
Christmas game. 1 

love flannibal. but 1 can’t play board games 
with him. If only my friends and family 
were coming... 

“We would have had so much fun.” 1 said, 
drying my tears, “/f would have been 
such a nice Christmas!” 



to play 

Meufe-e-tnania 


















Stiltod? 

Gerodibo Stiltod? 

I could not bear to look at the presents 
and decorations. I put on my winter coat 
again and went outside, hleavy .snow fell 
from the sky. It reminded me of Parmesan 
Hakes shaking down on ^QStO. 

I had not gone far when I bumped into a 
(igure wrapped in scarves. TlflK 

LONG SCARVES wide scarves heavy 

SCARVES . you name it — this rodent looked 
like a scarf mummy! 

“Stiltod? Gerodibo Stiltod?" the strange 
(igure mumbled. 

Then I knew who it was — Mrs. Ratillis, 
the sweet old lady who lives in the apartment 
above mine. I eould tell by the way she 


talked that she had a cold. 

“Mrs. Ratillis. you should be inside on a day 
like this!" I said. “Let me take you home." 

I love Mrs. Ratillis. Before I go to work. 
I always bring her a hunk of cheese. And 
I make sure she gets a free copy of The 
Rodent’s Gazette. It’s in large print 
because she has poor eyesight. 

Mrs. Ratillis began tosob under her scarves. 
“Dear Gerodibo, I dan’t lind Doonllower!” 

It was hard to understand Mrs. Ratillis 
through her stuffy snout. But I knew what 


t 



she meant. 

"You can’t find Moonllower, 
your nightingale?” I asked. 

She nodded. “My 
poor Doonllower 
Hew out the ^ 
window. 


hArs. Rof,7/,* 


Where eould he be? Whal a sad dight I will 
hab all by myself!” 

“You will not be alone tonight, Mrs. 
Ratillis,” I said quickly. “Come to my place 
at seven. Hh will httve « womlerfiii 
Oftristmait toqelherl" 

I told Mrs. Ratillis that I would look for 
Moonllower. I took her up to her apartment. 
Then I went back out. 

It was so cold! I began to wish 1 had 
borrowed some scarves from Mrs. Ratillis. 
Soon icicles hung from my whiskers. I 
hate when that happens! 

But I had made a promise to Mrs. Ratillis. 
I walked up and down the streets of New 
Mouse City, looking for her bird. 

“Moooooooooonf lower!” 

But I eould not find the nightingale 
anywhere! 







Rattina’s Dream 
Comes True 


I kept walking. The snow kept falling. It 
was verj' cold. I hummed a Christmas tune 
to keep warm: jtX® 

hut it didn’t help. Soon I felt an 
icicle hanging from my snout. 

I hate when that happens! 

I walked past the biggest toy store in the 
eity. That is when I noticed a woman holding 
the paw of a tiny blond mouse. They were 
both staring at the store window. 

“Look. Mommy." the little girl said. “That 
is the teddy bear I always dreamed of!" 

Curious. I stepped clo.ser to the window. 
A sweet-looking Stuffed bear sat on 
a pillow in the store display. Around its neek 





11 was the teddy bear of her dreams. 





was a big yellow bow the eolor of 
smooth Ameriean eheese. 

I got a warm feeling inside. It was 
a feeling so uiartn that it melted the 
icicle on my snout! 

I quiekly ran into the store. The salesmouse 
recognized me right away. 

“Mr. Stilton! How may I help you?” 

"I’d like to buy that teddy bear in the 
window, please.” I said. 

Minutes later. I rushed out of the store. 
I walked up to the mommy mouse and her 
daughter. I took off my cap and bowed. 

“May I introduce myselT.^” I asked. “My 
name is Stilton, 

The mommy mouse turned Pfiti. 

The famouse newspaper mouse?" 
she said. “It is an honor to meet you.” 

I looked at the little mouselet. “I would 


like tu give this teddy bear tu your 
daughter as a gift.” I said. “Would that be 
all right?” 

The woman’s eyes got teary-. “That is foo 
nuieh!” she said. 

I smiled. “It is not too much if it will 
make your daughter’s dream eome true.” 

I gave the teddy bear to the eute little 
mooselet. 

“You are so kind. Mr. Stilton.” said the 
woman. “Rattina. thank Mr. Stilton.” 

Rattina squeaked with delight and hugged 
the Stuffed bear. “Thank you, thank 
you. thank you!” she cried. Then she turned 
to her mother. “Are wc going home?” 

Her mother sighed. “Theix; is no hurry'. 
We’re all alone. No one is waiting for us 
there.” 

I had an idea. 


“Allow me to invite you to my home for 
Christmas,” I said. “Come to 8 Mouseford 
Lane at seven o’eloek. I will make a meal 
that is whisker-licking good. Ute will have 
a awmlerfal Ohriihaui Ivgetherl" 







/ bowed... 






Give Me Your 
Money! 


I decided (u head back home. The snow 
was almost up to my knees! I could feel an 
iC iC le hanging from each of my cars. 

I hate when that happens! 

I took a shortcut through the park. 
“Moooooonflower!" I called out. 
Suddenly. I heard a yell behind me. 





you? rrop THfRfr- 

I turned and saw a dark shadow. 

“Give me your money!” the mysterious 
rodent shouted. 

Normally. I would have been afraid, liut 
it was Christmas Eve. I wanted to help this 
mouse. 

“Don’t you know it’s Christmas Eve?” I 
said softly. 

“Give me your money!” the mouse 
.said again. But this time, his voice was 



shaking. Then I heard him sob. 

I walked up to him. “Are you all right? 
May I help you?" I asked. 

Now I could see the mouse in the light of 
the strcetlamp. He was SHORT and SIINIIY with 
a S3d look in his eyes. 

"I am so sorry,” he said in a soft voice. 
“I’ve never done this before, liut 1 didn’t 
know what else to do. If I told you. you’d 
understand. I promise. But you don’t want 
to listen to me. I’m sure." 

I put my paw on his shoulder. “I would be 
happy to listen to you,” I said. “Come to my 
house tonight. Hfe eatt iatk over a 
itire o4 Hire ripe thme." 



Then another voice rang through the 
night. “What is going on here?" a police 
mouse asked us. 

“Everything is line. Oflieer.” I said. 


The puliee mouse glanced at (he SKINNY 
mouse by my side. He frowned. “Hmmm. 
And who is this?" 

“He is a friend." I said. “We were about to 
go to my house for supper.” 

The police mou.se sighed. “Lucky you.” he 
.said. “My shift is almost over. But I’m all 
alone tonight.” 

“Then come with us!” I .said. “I’ll see both 



of you at seven o’clock at 8 Mouseford Lane. 
Ring the buzzer for 
Sw.Tos. Hh will 
huvt u woiiiler^iil 
OhriAmus 




Every Job 
Is Important 


1 decided to look in one more place for 
Moonllower. I headed to the harbor. It was 
very eold by the water. Soon I could feel an 
icicle hanging from the tip of my tail. 

1 hate when that happens! 

Mooooonflower! ■■ I called out. 

Mooooonf/owerl 

“Hey. Mister! ” a jjiiaii wicc cried. It surprised 
me! I slipped on a fish bone. 

Sflafel I landed inside a BMIREi. of rotten 
lish. I climbed out of the slippery barrel. 
Sardine bones stuck to my fur. a stinky 
lobster sat on top of my head. I brushed off 
the slini^ nj?SS. Then I saw a very iin> mouse 
standing in front of me. 



“Sir, can you help 
me?" he squeaked. “My 
name is Sp®CK. I was 
looking for my daddy, 
bul I got lost." 

I smiled. “Of 
course I’ll help 


you. Where are your dad and mom?" 

“I don’t have a mom anymore.” the little 
mou.se said. “Daddy works at a restaurant here 
at the harbor. He has a very IfiPORTMTjob!” 

I took his liiiic paw in mine. The harbor was 
lined with seafood restaurants. We cheeked 
them out, one by one. But Speck did not see 
his father in any of them. 

Then we came to a VtRY CjtflPiENSiVC 
IKDCKDINC RCS'ffaWRaNT. The host walked 
up to us. My fur and coat were still dripping 
with fish guts. The host frowned and held 
his nose. 


APf you? v/J/AT *o you v/ANr?” he 

asked sharply. 

“My name is Stillun. 

I said. “This little mouM.' is lost. He is looking 
for his father. Docs he work here?” 

The mouse snorted. “If you are ^crotutno 
rVr,//oH, then I am SfinTfl UlOUSE!” he said. 

is a BiC CMCCSC in this town. 
He is not a Smell)! Sewer rat like you. Get 
out of here!” 





I started to protest. But then Sp®CK ran 
toward the restaurant’s kitehen. 

“Daddy! Daddy!” he eried. 

A rodent wearing a cook’s apron came 
out. He hugged the little mou.se. 

“Is everything OK, Sp®CK?" he asked. 

The SHOOtjf host sniffed. “This is a restaurant, 
not a day-care Ct.nft.rr he .said. He 
glared at the cook. “You are lired! That will 
teach you to waste time instead of working.” 






Then one of ihe wailei-s ran over to the 
host. The waiter pointed at nte and whispered 
something in the host's ear. The host turned 
as pale as a piece of IXB74741IiQQDill. 

“Arc you sure?” he asked the waiter. 

The waiter nodded. I saw drops of stve^ 
form on the host’s whiskers. 

“Mr. I had no idea it was really ^ 


you.” he said. "Please, allow me to .serve you 
dinner. Mr. We would be proud to 

serve such a famouse rodent as yourself. 
Mr. 

“[ m Kt m mim” \ 

said angrily. I turned toSp«cK'S father. “Come 
with me. I will help you get another job where 
you will be treated with more respeet!” 

We left with our HEADS HELD HIGH. 

Sp®cK looked up at me as we walked 
down the street. “Daddy is a cook. That is 




a very IHPOKTANT job. isn 

“Of course it is,” I repli 
job is important. > 

It takes all kinds 
of mice to make ^ ^ 
the world go round. ^ 

And what job could be more IMPORTAIT than 
feeding hungry mice?” 

Then I shook his father’s paw. “Come to 
my home at 8 Mouseford Lane at seven 
o’clock tonight. Hh will hao* a wotuler^nl 
Ohristwai together!" 

I hurried home. My heart felt as light as a 
efieese 1 was not going to be alone on 
Christmas! 

Still, I had to lind Moonflower. I called 
out the nightingale's name all the way home. 
But 1 didn’t see him anywhere. 

I reached the front of my building, feeling 



sad. Whal was I going to tell Mrs. Ratillis? 

Then a heard a little cJlirp It was 
eoming from the mailbox. There, trembling 
from the cold, was Moonflower! I bundled 



him under my jacket and ran upstairs to find 
Mrs. Ratillis. 

DOONFLOWCII ! ” she cried out. 

I left them both and walked downstairs 


to my aparimcni. I reached for the 
doorknob... 

But the door was open! 

I carefully stepped inside. 

It was dark Not a single light was on. 



ft 


I 

ft 

ft 









SurfxW! 



A Wonderful 
Christmas 
Together 


The lights suddenly eame on. All of my 
friends and were there! They 

began to sing; 

/if </f fV f i itfOft>f Hy P 

P/^ti/ ifUtf/f ffi<‘ ay<‘ f^/f>tf>f fff^ 

• V /tyti/fttai ti /trrf' 

O 

C/?fiff/ffi/ta/ tftf' /ffi/f/f/rar 

//ff f^f^^ ffH’ Cffft '/ fff'/ ('HOfU^/f 

J f^retf/fi/ fif'lt '///. . . O 

y<// r/ / 


L 


L 


J 


I was shocked. “But I thought you were all 
going away!” I said. 

“Of course not," Thea said. “We just wanted 
to surprise you. Christmas wouldn’t be 
Christmas without you. Cerrykins!” 

“We love spending the holiday with all our 
family and friends.” said Aunt Sweetfur. 

“And it’s »EE! added Uncle Samuel 
Stingyfur. 

Benjamin ran up and hugged me. “I lOVC 
^OM. Uncle Gcronimo. This is going to be 
the best Christmas ever!” 

Soon all of the new friends I had met that 
day arrived. We all sat around the table. Trap 
stood up and clinked a glass with his spoon. 


SPEECH! SPEECH! hecried 


I cleared my throat. “My whiskers are 
fluttering with happiness.” I began. “It is 




wonderful to be with all of my loved ones 
this year. And now I have many new friends, 
too! I am a very lucky mouse." 

I wiped a tear from my eye. 

Trap rubbed his tummy. THUrS VEKY MOVIHC. 
CEWHIMO. HOW LETS EAT!” he shouted. 

I ran into the kitchen. I came back 
carrying a Christmas feast. I had 
made a Svisf •kt«f• pie. a big 
salad with iiuc cueesc cwunKS. cheddar 
cheese soup, and fi SUlfiLL (riBISTinfiS TREE 
HlflPE OF (BEfim CtlEESE! Eveiyone licked their 
w'hiskers. 

itUVttA'* roR ecRONiMO' " they cheered. 

1 smiled. It was exactly how I dreamed my 
Christmas would be! 

After dinner. Benjamin and I cleared the 
table. I looked out the window. The SHOW 
had stopped falling, and the sky was clear. 


Against the black sky. I saw a very tiny, very 
bright star. It fell through the sky. 

“Look, lk;njamin. A falling star.” I whispered. 
“Let’s make a wish." 

I held Benjamin’s paw, and we watched 
until the star disappeared. I don’t know for 
sure what Benjamin wished for. But I bet 
he had the .same wish as I did: to be able to 
spend many, many, many more Christmases 
like .hk one. / 
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All We Need 
I s Love 

Dear mouse friends, how will you spend 
your Christmas? I hope you will spend it with 
someone who loves you. 

That is something I learned a long time 
ago. You ean have all the cliCCSC in the 
world, but if you don’t have love in your 
life, the eheese will ta.ste like socks! 
Love makes everything better. 

Look around. There is Love all around 
you—with your family, your friends, even 
your pets. Imagine if everyone 
^ spread thisZ/^n'f all 
^ around the world. 

V ^ ^ // (t’oa/fi /><' 

CwtX cvenj </a,j! 




fni7 




Spanish 




eoAS 

Portug^®'® 


NAVA SAAL 
MUBAPAIc HO 
Urdu 

chpjsima^ 

Eng*»s*' 


6UN TSO SUN TAN'OUNO HAW SUN 
Chinese-Cantonese 


POZOPfVLYAYU S PPAZDMitou 
POZHDf STVA IS NOVIM fcOOO.S 
Russian 





.CAU 


va««»as 


CUPISlOtVtNNA! 


CK"'® 




SHte NAYA 
PAPAS 
Hindi 


VPOLIJk icEPSTftEST 
EN EEN CELUKKIC 
NIEUWJAAP! 
Dutch 


jOVEUXNOa 

Frencn 
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Map of New Mouse City 


1. Industrial Zona 

2. Chaasa Factorias 

3. Angorat International 
Airport 

4. WRAT Radio and 
Talavislon Station 

5. Chaasa Markat 

6. Fish Markat 

7. Town Hall 

8. Snotnosa Castle 

9. The Seven Hilts of 
Mouse Island 

10. Mouse Central Station 

11. Trade Center 

12. Movie Theater 

13. Gym 

14. Catnegie Hall 

15. Singing Stone Plaza 

16. The Gouda Theater 

17. Grand Hotel 

18. Mouse General Hospital 

19. Botankal Gardens 

20. Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap's store) 

21. Parking Lot 

22. Mouseum of 
Modern Art 

23. UniversHy and Library 

24. The Dtlly Rat 


25. The Rodent's Gai 0 tf 

26. Trap's House 

27. Fashion District 

28. The Mouse House 
Restaurant 

29. Environmental 
Protection Center 

30. Harbor Office 

31. Mousidon Square 
Garden 

32. Golf Course 

33. Swimming Pool 

34. Blushing Meadow 
Tennis Courts 

35. Curlyfur Island 
Amusement Park 

36. Geronimo's House 

37. Historic District 

38. Public Library 

39. Shipyard 

40. Thea's House 

41. New Mouse Harbor 

42. Luna Lighthouse 

43. The Statue of Liberty 

44. Hercule Poirat's Office 

45. Petunia Pretty Paws's 
House 

46. Grandfather William's 





Map of Mouse Island 

1. Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. Frozen Fur Peak 

22. 

Uke Lakelakelake 

3. Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. Coldcreeps Peak 

24. 

Cannycat Castle 

S. Ratzikistan 

2S. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. Transratania 


Sequoia 

7. Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfurous Swamp 

9. Brimstone Lake 

28. 

Old Reliable Geyser 

10. Poopedcat Pass 

29. 

Vole Vale 

11. StinkoPeak 

30. 

Ravingrat Ravine 

12. Dark Forest 

31. 

Gnat Marshes 

13. Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. Goose Bumps Gorge 

33. 

Mousehara Desert 

IS. The Shadow Lina Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. Nature Reserve Park 

3S. 

Cabbagehead Hill 

18. Las Ratayas Marinas 

36. 

Rattytrap Jungle 

19. Fossil Forest 

37. 

Rio Mosquito 

20. Lake Lake 
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inii't fl2M«tr 

HilowMi, Ym Cliiitinoi. 

YtaMr M«n*l C«iMln«I 
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tUkOmsf tlYWotdiTMi tUSli(r«''<l><■ IlYMyNomh ' fnSfrf'tUp. 
CdMtJ <anp«f wihluiv SMIImI iW Pirate Iflatds SNIlaa Cara^o CarMlaal 



militSMich mT1itMaa_r *27 Ik mWeddhf t2fD<«aaa* 

far Sankaa wH* Ha Hast OalttiM Tay Oat Dawa IMn 

Iraataia lotlaay 
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CheepellavonCacklefuil 


I, ^ei>*>ntmo have a lot of mouse 

friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 
CREEPELLA von CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYST6RI0DS mouse ^ 
with a pet bat named Bitewin^- 

I’m a real ’fraidy mouse, but 
even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
flVA!O!DQi0i\7 fascinating. I can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
fa-mouse-ly funny and SpBCtaCUlarly 
.^^spooky tales! 


G«Kin/mo Stlfton M \ 







#1 THE THIRTEEN GHOSTS 


#2 MEET ME IN HORRORWOOD 
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THE Quest for 
PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FAN|||p^ 



THE kingdom 
OF, Fantasy 



THE Amazing 
VOYAGE: 

THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 4 
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^Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It’ll be anothe]^,j#diisker-licki/^^ood 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 



Jeronimo Stilt on 
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